Stepping softly upon the warm, dry carpet of needles, we enter the world of pines. There is a hush around?the quiet hush of nature's cathedral. Far up overhead the choir of birds faintly chant their TeDeum, and we sing the "amens" under our breath or in our hearts.
The silent congregation of countless stately pines surround us close ; the odour of their soothing breath comes in healing wafts; their dry warmth wraps round our chilly forms, and we forget for a blissful moment that the time of year?and, perhaps, the time of life also?is winter. 
